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of their evident desire to regard us as enemies; and
all along the road to Mostar we had the scowling
faces of the native Mussulmans bent on us as ^ve
passed,, and the few Christians we saw wore an air
of harelike timidity.

The city of Mostar is one of the most picturesque
I have ever seen. At that time its dirt, decay, and
generally unkempt appearance added to the pictur-
esqueness, hut not to the comfort. "We got shelter
at a khan, whose owner hardly knew if he dared
admit a Christian guest; hut the authority of the
English consul, Mr. Holmes, reassured him, and we
were admitted to the society of more fleas than I
had considered possible at that time of the year. I
had, however, provided myself with an ample supply
of the Dalmatian product known as " flea powder,"
the triturated leaves of the red camomile which
grows in great perfection all over the mountains of
Dalmatia and Montenegro, as if nature had foreseen
that it would be especially needed there, and I slept
in comparative immunity, though my prior experi-
ences in hostelry had never given me an adequate
understanding of the khan filth and discomfort.

I found that the consuls had all been fully in-
formed of the general state of the country and the
treachery exercised by the Turkish commanders, and
Holmes told me that he had reported to the ambas-
sador at Constantinople what he had learned, and
that his report had been sent back with orders to
make it less unfavorable to the Turks. Holmes
(later Sir William Holmes, the distinction being well